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the gloomy pondering of the situation. Half a million !—
because of the ill-doing of a poor neurotic woman—
twenty years ago I—
It filled him with a curious resentment against Juliet
Sparling herself; which left him still more out of sympathy
with Diana's horror and grief. It must really be under-
stood, when they married, that Mrs. Sparling's name was
never mentioned between them; that the whole grimy
business was buried out of sight lor ever.
And with a great and morbid impatience lie shook the
recollection from him. The bustle of Whitehall as he
drove down it was like wine in his veins; the crowd and
the gossip of the Central Lobby as he pressed his way
through to the door of the House of Commons had never
been so full of stimulus or savour. In this agreeab!ey
exciting world he knew his place; the relief was enormous;
and, for a time, Marsham was himself again.
Sir James Chide came in the late afternoon; and in
her two hours with him, Diana learnt from lips that
spared her all they could, the heart-breaking story of
which 3?anny had given her but the crudest outlines.
The full story, and its telling, taxed the courage both
of hearer and speaker. Diana bore it, as it seemed to
Sir James, with the piteous simplicity of one, in whose
nature grief had no pretences to overcome. The iron
entered into her soul; and her quick imagination made
her torment. But her father had taught her lessons of
self-conquest; and in this^rst testing of her youth, she
did not fail. Sir James was astonished at the quiet she
was able to maintain; and touched to the heart by the
suffering she could not conceal.
Nothing was said of his own relation to her mother's
ctee, but he saw that she tmderstood it; and their hearts
moved together. When he rose to take his leave she?

